Wherever You Are 


Author: unnamedunknownunavailable 
Bands: Megadeth 
Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 


Relationships: N/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Jan 29 2015 09:22:35 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
Something sad that came to mind. 


Dave stood on the balcony, the half chilly night air lifting his long, strawberry blond curls off his shoulders 
and making them dance across his back. Shuddering from a sudden breeze, he wrapped his arms around 
himself to shut the cold out. He was, yet again, trapped in another godforsaken hotel room lord knows where, 


desperately missing the only company he knew to light up this sort of tour related travels. 


Unable to sleep, stuck with a severe case of insomnia as so often these days, he lifted his eyes from the still 
ongoing calamity of the streets below. Gazing up at the cloud free, black skies, he glimpsed the stars shining 
through the pinkish hue the city lights created. It had been a long time since he'd watched the stars like this, 


he couldn't even remember when precisely. 


He didn't know why he'd let it happen, why he'd let Junipr slip out of his grasp. But it seemed, the more years 
that passed, the more he regretted scaring the younger man away. They'd promised each other forever, and 
despite his broken trust and stuttering attempts at love, Dave had dared to hope and believe in that. So much 


for fooling himself. 


Shutting his eyes, feeling the sting of heartache boring into his soul, he regretted the way he'd gone about 
things. He regretted the anger and the jealousy. He wished he could take it all back, but he knew all the same 


that Junior wouldn't believe him. 


Glancing across his shoulder, he eyed the rumpled bed which had been his shelter moments ago. He didn't want 
to go back to it, didn't want to fall asleep because he knew that the moment he drifted off, he'd be dreaming 
about the man that still held his heart. He'd be seeing that pretty, boyish smile and hear the soft, deep 
laughter. He'd awake, hoping to find Junior by his side and once again be disappointed as the other side of the 


bed remained unoccupied. 


Once again his hazel eyes went back to study the sky, the moon shining brightly like a white silver platter 
against the blackness of space. He felt alive, wide awake, but his insides felt empty. Like there was a room 
somewhere in there that remained unfilled. He knew what could fill it, but also that it was too late to ask for 


forgivness. He'd let it go too far. 


With a sigh, Dave bit his quivering bottom lip. Whether it was from the chill of night or from the pain of 
sorrow, he didn't know. He didn't care. Watching as a star fell silently from the heavens, the redhead felt a 
sudden urge to do something only a child would. He felt stupid, clasping his hands, but the notion wouldn't give 
in. His fingers intertwined and his eyes fluttered shut as he whispered his solitary wish to himself. No one to 


see or hear, only he knew. 


Forever had been too good to be true, they had both screwed up but Dave knew that he bore the biggest 
blame. All fingers pointed towards him, and he accepted that. No longer did it raise his bad temper. No longer 
did it make him curl his fists in rage. It had dawned upon him that, indeed, it was his fault. 


Letting his hands grasp the railing again, he swallowed hard, a tight ball of tears forming like a lump at the pit 
of his throat. It hurt. Everything hurt. Wasn't Junior supposed to be the one who stayed? Who was real? 


There to touch and kiss, live and smiling. 


It hurt just as bad every time he went out on Tour, every time he found himself alone at night. Daytime was 
okay, the flights went okay. He had company, but he'd never allow anyone else to take the place Junior had 
filled during night time. No one else would reside in his bed, by his side, withing his strong arms. 


He could practically smell Junior's scent of cinnamon and almond. If he thought hard enough, he could 
remember the feel of David's smooth skin beneath his fingertips, covered in soft, feathery hair as any mars. 
He could recall the sensation of running his long fingers through the silky soft hair, strands of sandy browns 


and honey blonds. 


His eyes stung, but he refused to shed tears. He'd done enough crying over this in the past, and self pity got 
him nowhere. Rubbing viciously at his eyes, he diminshed any trace of wetness before it could leave them until 
they became red rimmed and bloodshot. 


With a soft sigh, Dave padded back into the room, but left the doors leading outside open to allow in the fresh 
scent of night. Slumping down on the bed he lay on his side, staring outside into the sliver still visible to his 
eye. LIke a child would, he hoped his wish would be fulfilled. Ridiculous as it sounded, he remembered Justis had 
told him once that he'd made a wish upon a star that his dad would finally stop having to go to rehab. He 


didn't know if that's what made it work, but he'd been clean ever since. 

Balling the pale sheets within his hand until his knuckles went white, a small sniffle tore from his chest against 
his will He tensed and rolled over, burying his face in the pillow as he wished for Junior to come back to him. 
To soother his back and spill gentle kisses all over his neck, tell him its okay. 


Please.. wherever you are.. 


And on the other side of the globe, almond shaped chocolate eyes stared up at an equally dark, star filled sky 


harboring a similar wish. 


